

The Tragedy 
Sf/terHamUtan^Horaeiv 

Ham Has this fellow no feeling of his bufines ? afings in graue- , 

*” HorS. CuHome hath made it In him a property of e'afiftes. 

H?. Tis cen lb, the hand oflitdc imploiment hath the daintier f«ce 

^hw. But age with his ftcalingfteppes Song.. ‘ 

■ hath clawed mee in his clutch. 

And hath (liipped me into the land, 
as if I had ueucr becne fuch. 

Warn. That skull had a tongue in it, and could ling once, how the. 
knaue iowles it to the ground,as if twerc iaw-bonc, that did 

thefirft murder : this might be ^ pace of a polliticia, which this Affe 
now ore-reaches . one that would circumuent God, might it not? 
Hora. It might my Lord. . 

Warn Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow my Lord; 

how doft thou fweet Lord ? T his might be my Lord fuch a one, that 
praifed my lord fuch a ones horfe whe ament to beg itrtmghtitnot? 

Hora. I my Lord. , a'.i i 

Wby ecn fo, & now my Lady wormes Choples,« knockt 

about the mazer with a Sextens fpadc j beet’s fine rcuolution and 

wc had the trick to fee t, did thefe bones coft no more the breeding, 

1 but to play at loggits with them t mine ake to thinke ont. 

• Apiclcaxandafpadcafpade, Song. 

for and a flirowding Ihect, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 

wherebehisq lidditiesnow, hisqiifUities, bis 
trickes ? why doocs he fu% this mad knauenow 
bout the fcolce with a durty Ihouclljand will not tell ^ 

onofbatteryrhum.tbis fellow might be s f^ubilvou- 

Land, with his Statutes, his you. 

i chetSjhis recouenes, to haue his fine pate, full of fin . ■ 

: chers vouch him no more ofhispurchafes gt doubles th 

and breadth ofapayre of Indentures ? Tne 
j Lands will fcarcely lye in this box„ and nauft th inheritor 
!' haucnomorcfha. 

Hor4. Nora iot more my Lord. ^ 

Ham. Is not p^chment made of ihecpc-sKiBnesT 
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tmcecfvenwarke, | 

rthiDkcitbethineindeedefotthoulycftint. _ 

•Cto- Yoiilyeo.it ont 6r, and thcrefored, not yoursjfor my 

’ ‘‘C tC « I* tai »"■* *' , 

Ham. What man doft thoa digge it for ? 

Clow. For no man fir. 

Ham. What woman then? 

For none neither. ^ 

Ham How abfolute the knaue is, we muft fpcake by the card, 

.„«"rc;uon»iUvndoo,a.Eyth.Lo,d^ 

hiietookenoteofit, thcage is 1 

pefant comes fo ncerc the hceleofthc Courtier he galls hiskybc. f 

How lone haft thou bene a Graue-maker, ^ J 

Clo. Of the dayes i’th yearcl came too t that day that our 1 | 

King Hamlet oucrcamc Fortinhrafe. | 

Ham. How long is that fince? , . ™-crha|. 

Cle. CannotyoutcllthatPcueryfoGlccan tell 

very day thatyoungH4w/er was borne: he that IS mad and fentint| ^ 

England. . , • 1- i is i 

Ham, 1 marry why was he fcniintoEngiano. 

aZ. Why bWnnfe a v. at mad': a lh.ll .eto.tt b, twits thtre.ot , 
a doc not, tis no great macter there, 

fTtfjp.Twilhiot be fceoc in him there, there the arc men asoia 
How came he mad ? 

Glow^ Very ftrangely they fay. 

Warn* Howftrangely? 

Clow. Faith cenc with loofing his wits# 

andboy thirty ycarcs. ' 


I,; 


